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.would persist in his efforts for peace. On a tone
of friendly dissuasion, the other replied : ** You will
be assassinated at the first street corner."

That evening, at the bureau of Fffumanitt,
Jaur&s announced his intention of writing for the
next day's number a sort of J* accuse ^ setting forth the
responsibilities and motives of the crisis. With
several friends he dined at the Restaurant du
Croissant, in the Rue Mnnunartrc, They sat at a
table on the left of the entrance. As the night was
sultry, a window behind him was open. An hour
passed, A journalist nearby produced the snap-shot
of a baby- Jaur&s said with a smile : ** May I see
it ? ** He looked at the picture, asked the child's age
and complimented the father. It was 9.40 p.m.
There was a roar of shots. With a bullet, fired
through the window, in the back of his brain,
Jaur&s fell. His assailant had been unbalanced by
the vituperations which the capitalist press, always
insensate against Jauris, redoubled following his
speech at Lyons*

Throughout the night of August i Leon Blum sat
beside the martyr's bier. Even as he watched, the
Socialists of the Reichstag betrayed the dead man's
trust by voting unanimously the war credits sought
by Bethmann^HolIweg, and joining in the
traditional shout of Heck d$r K&mr /* During the
day had been published the French decree of
mobilization ; on the next, German hussars were
to cross the Republic's eastern boundary, and
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